G) u \ And quicke Bero-wne hatkplightedfaUh to me, 
X7t. And Longauill was for my feruicc borne. 

Mar. TDttmawe is mine as lure as barke on tree. 

Boyet'. Madam, and pretty Miftreffes giueearC;, 
Immediately they will againe be heere 
In their owne lhapes for it can ncucr be, 

They wili digeft this harlh indignitie. 

Qtt. Wilitheyreturnc ? ^ 

Bey. They will, they will, God kneyves, 

Andlcapefor toy, though they are lame with bio wes $ 
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire, 

Blow iike fweet Rofesin thisfummer aire, 

9u . How blow# how blow? Speake to be yndetftoodi. 
Boy, Faire Ladies maskt, arc Rofesin their buds 
Bifmaskt, their damaske fweet commixture lhowne 3 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofcs blown®. 

Qu. Auant perplexitie j What (hall we do, 

If they returne in their owne (hapes to wo ? 

Refa. Good Madam, if by me you’lbe adui'id. 

Let’s roocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d : 

Let vseompiaineto them what fooles were heere, 
Bifguis’d like MufcouitesinfhapeUffegearc : 

And wonder what they wear*, and to wnat end 

Their (hallow (howes, and prologue vildely pen’ds 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 

Should be preferred at our Tent to vs. 

Boyet. Ladies, with draw: the gallants are at hand, s 
cjuee. Whip to our Tents, as Roes runnesore Land, 

Exeunt. . 

Enter the King and therefi. 

King- Fairefir, God faue you. Wher’sthcPrincefTe? 
Boy. Gone to her tent. 

Heafeit your Maieilie command me any feruicc to her,’ 
King. That (he vouchfafe me audience for one word» 
Boy 7 1 will and fo will (he, I knowrayLord. Exit* 
Ber» Thisfellow pickes vp wit, as Pigeons peafe. 

And vttets it againe,when lone doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Peeler, and retail® his Wares, 
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At Wakes.and Waflcls, Meetings, Markets, Fairesi 
And we that fell by groffc, the Lorddothknow, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with fuch (how. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his fleeue. 

Had he bin Mam, he had tempted Ette. 

He can carue too , andlifpe : Why this is he. 

Thac kiftaway his hand in courtefie. 

This is the Ape of forme, Mounfier the nice. 

That when heplayes ar Tables, chidesthe Dice 
In honourable tearmes, nay he can fing 
A meane moft meanly, and in Vfliering 
Mend him who can the Ladies call him fweet* 

The Zaires as he treads on them kiffc hisfecte. 

This is the Sower that fmiles on euery one. 

To (hew his teeth as white as Whales bone. 

And cenfcienccs that will not die in debt. 

Pay him the duty of honiC'tongued Boyet. 

King . A blitter on his fweettongue wic{i my hare. 

That put tArtnatbocs Page outof his part. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Ber, See where it comes. Behauiour what wer’ctholL 
Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what arc thou now ? 
King. All haile fweet Madame, andfaire time of day. 

Faire in all Haile is foule, as I conceiue. 

King. Conftruc my fpeeches better, if you may, 
gfit- Then with tne better, I will giuelcauc. 

^ King. WecamecoviQt youandpurpofenow 
To leade you toour Court, vouchfafe it then. 

This field (hall hold me, and fo hold your vow. 
Nor God, nor I, delights in periur’d men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you prouokes 
^r> VCrtUC y° ur e y e mu ^ breakemy oath. 

Out You nickname vertue : vice you (hould hauefpokc 
For vertues office neuer breaker men troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the vnfallicd Lilly, I proteft, f 

A world oftorments though I (hould endure, 

? w?Uld not yceld to be your houfes gueft ; 

' Uz 


